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MEANWHILE

much. He's one-armed and one-handed for a time. He's rigged up
on a comfortable couch before his big window and he lies watch-
Ing the late English spring turn into the mild English summer. A
pocket-handkerchief garden is foreground, and then comes all
that space. This accident of his, the inaction that is necessary, and
the other things that have happened to him recently and the way
social and political things are going in the world seem all to have
conspired to make him turn upon himself and his life and ask
himself a lot of new questions. Like the questions we are all asking
ourselves. He put it himself better than I can put it. He compared
it to travellers going up into big mountains. For a long time you
see the road far ahead, plain and sure. Then almost suddenly you
realise that there is a deep valley, a gorge perhaps, you never
expected. You come out upon it and you look down, and you
lose heart.'
Philip, his wife reflected., was learning to write and learning
very rapidly. This would have been impossible a few weeks ago.
Quick wits he had when he gave them a chance. He had evidently
been reading widely and the uncertainty of his spelling was
vanishing. All his latent memories of the look of words were
reviving. There must be thousands of people, she reflected, who
needed only sufficient stimulation to be released in this fashion
from the sort of verbal anchylosis that had kept him inexpressive.
He went off into the question of Sempack's love affair with
Lady Catherine. A note of wonder that anything so mature and
ungainly could think of passionate love appeared in what he
wrote. cWe walk, my dear Gynna, in a world of marvels unsus-
pected. It is only now that I begin to realise that people of fifty
or sixty even, may still fall in love. And be horribly mortified
when it doesn't come off.' Much more did Philip marvel that
anyone could fall in love with Lady Catherine. It threw a new
light on Cynthia's world for her to read her husband's unaffected
astonishment that this marvellously lovely person could captivate
anyone. cHe must be blind/ wrote Philip, cto things that arc as
plain as one-tirnes-one-is-one, to me.' The young man went on
with a lucidity that was bracingly brutal. e I cannot imagine any-
one loving her. I can't imagine anyone making love to her
honestly. Lots of us, Cynna dear, can make love to all sorts of
women, and the game is so attractive that there is a certain effort
needed not to wander down that by-way. But I mean loving her
for good and keeps and both ways. 1 can't imagine that.'